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THE AMERICAN ADVOCATE OF PEACE AND ARBITRATION. 



THE MOTHER BEREFT. 

IDA WHIPPLE BENHAM. 

To battle with the foe 
I saw my darling go, 
Smiling back, brave and true, 
In his early manhood's glow. 
And strong and proud was I 
To give him up to die 
With his purity upon him, 
Beneath a southern sky. 

For the clashing strife of arms 
With its lightnings, its alarms, 
With its anger and dismay, 
With its mocking, lurid charms, 
With its passion past control, 
Had o'ermastered every soul; 
And each heart was bold to smite 
For the fight, wrong or right. 

To battle ! for the cause ! 
lie is coward who withdraws ! 
So we urged the living lava 
Downward, onward, without pause. 
So they rallied, east and west, — 
They, the bravest and the best, 
A solid wall of valor, 
One in thought, all abreast. 

They were heroes — ay, and men! 
We forgot the languid few 
And the festering encampment 
Where sin hath made her den! 
We forgot the underflow 
Of the wasting flood of woe, 
And the sapping of the soul 
By the crimson tide below. 

Oh, the weary days and nights! 
Oh, the anguish of the fights ! 
For whichever side may win 
'Tis death that underwrites. 
How the waiting, the suspense 
Numbed the spirit, dulled the sense, — 
Till the list of slain and wounded 
Brought its slow intelligence ! 

It was long, long ago 

They laid my darling low — 

Not the famine and the fever, 

Not the bullets of the foe : 

They shattered all his pride, 

All his purity denied, 

And they left him, soiled and wounded, 

Till he died, till he died ! 

Then they bore him back to me — 

Oh, none so wan as he, 

With his helpless, haunting eyes, 

And his pallid misery; 

All his brave young soul was stained ; 

He had gazed and not refrained, 

And the poison cup of woe 

He had drained, deeply drained! 

I freely, freely lent 

My darling, well content ! 

If only he had died 

Pure, spotless as he went — 

My boy without a stain! 

B ut they brought him home again, — 

And ere my lips had kissed him 

1 saw his soul was slain. 
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Oh, blinding evidence ! 
Was this my recompense? 
I gave him in the glow 
Of his boyish innocence. 
Who now shall pay the cost? 
Who win the battle lost, 
When a soul is overborne 
By the desecrating host ! 

On blasted hill and plain 
Meet healing sun and rain ; 
And the tender touch of time 
Has cured the parting pain; 
By the graves the roses grow, 
And the cleansing breezes blow 
With touch of equal kindness 
Over fallen friend and foe. 

But, oh! the death in life, 
With its baleful poison rife ! 
The graves that never close, 
Watched by mother, daughter, wife ! 
Where grasses never spring, 
Where song-birds never sing — ■ 
But the deadly roots of sin . 
In a matted net-work cling ! 

He died, my boy, my own! 
He died, his soul o'erthrown. 
I gave my country bread, 
She sent me back — a stone! 
Now, when the sound is high 
And marching troops go by 
In trick of mimic battle, 
Who will may cheer, not I ! 

Christ Jesus, Prince of Peace ! 
'Tis Thou shalt bring release; 
Thou canst, heal the strife of nations 
And bid their battles cease ! 
Thy majesty and might 
Shall fill the world with light, 
And lift the souls of men 
To justice, truth and right. 



THE CONDITION OF IRELAND. 

We confess our entire sympathy with the Catholic 
church in its attitude towards Parnell's crime. We learn 
that "the Bishop of Dromore has sent a letter to the clergy 
of his diocese in which he warns the faithful not to at- 
tend Mr. Parnell's meetings. He speaks of the poisoned 
: atmosphere of the Divorce Court and the filthy, disgusting 
and scandalous details of the O'Shea case. The meeting, 
he says, will be a wanton insult to religion, and a lauda- 
tion of a Heaven-cursed crime. 'Let God arise and His 
enemies will be confounded.' Forbearance has encouraged 
this iniquity. Let the brave men and true who love god- 
liness and hate adultery use lawful means to save the 
honor and good fame of their mothers, wives. and sisters, 
by resenting the daring aggression of those attempting 
to prostitute the country to aggrandize an individual." 

Do no evil that good may come. Too many men have 
■ sought and obtained high places by their own or other's 
crimes. Too many ignore and condone crime in a polit- 
ical or military leader. The humiliation of France was 
I the logical result of the crimes of Napoleon III as record- 
' ed by Victor Hugo. 



